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*2?£m Yet I hauc atricke. 

Of the olde rage : beare with me, I am ficke®. 

He leaue it by degrees; foftjlet vs'fce. 

Write Lord mmmercie on vs , on thofe three. 

They areinfe&ed, in their hartes itlyeS: 

They haue the Plague^and caught it of your eyes* 

Thele Lordes are vi fi reefy ou are not free^ 

For the Lords tokens on you do I fee. 

jQuee \ No, they are free that gaucthefe tokens to vs* 

B erow* Our (fates are forfait, feeke not to vndoo vs*. 
Kofi. It is not fo, for how can this be true, 

Thatyou ftand forfait, beingjthoXe that fue. 

Bern Peace 3 for I will not bane to doe wkfa you? 

Kofi* Nor friali nor, if I do asl intende. 

Boro. Spcakc for your fclues,my witis atanende# 

King* Teach vs fwcetMadame, for ourrude tranfgjreffiou 
Some faireexc.ufe* 

Quec. The faired: is confieffion*. 

Were not you. here but. eucn no vv^ifguyfde/ 

King* Madame, I was, • 

jQwe. And^ATnryTO 

King. I wasfaireMadame* 

Quee. When you then were heere, . 

What did you whifper in your LacKes earef. 

King That more then all the world, I did refpeft hen 
Quee. W hen (lie (hall challenge this, you wil reieft hen 
King i Vpon mine honour no. 

Quee> Peace peace, forbeare ; your Oth once broke, you 
force not to forfvveare*. 

King. Defpifeme.vvh'en I Breakerhis oth of mine. 
Quce* I will, and therefore keepe;iri * Rcfiline, 

What did the Knsftan whifper in your care/ > 

Rcfi. Aladame,he fwore that he did hold me deare, 

As precious ey.-fight,and did value me 
Aboue this Worlde : adding thereto more auer,. 

That he would wed nic,crds diemy Loner, 
jQnee. God giue thee ioy of him : die Noble Lord 
Moftiionourabhe doth vphold his word*, 

r Jung 



WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE Love’s Labour’s Lost { STC 22294) LONDOb 


called Lcues Labor s left. 

ff lung. What mcane you Madame: by my life my troth, 
I neirer (wore this Lady Inch an oth, 

\ Bgsal, By heauen you did; and to coufirme it plainej 
You gaue me this : but take it fir agairtc. 

King. My faith and this, the Frtnctfic I did giue, 

I knew her by this Icweil on her fleeue. 

Qhcc, Pardon mefir,thisle\ycli did fhcwcarc. 

And Lord BeroVme (1 thankc him) is my deare, 

;Whatr‘ wiil you hauc me, or your Pearle againe. ? 

'Rercw- Norther of either :I remit both twaine. 

1 fee die tricke ant : here was a confcnt, 

Knowing afoiehand of our meriment,’ 

T o dafh it lik a Chriftmas Copicdie: 

Some carry tale,lbrnepleafe-rnan, fome Height lainet 
Some mumble n ewes, lonie trencher Knightjfome Dick 
That fniylesjhis checke in yeeres, and knowes the trick 
To make my Lady laugh,when Ihecs difpofd : 

Tolde our intentesbefore : which once dilcloid* 

The Ladies did change Fauours; andthen wee 
Folo wing die fignes,wood butthefigne offhee, 

Now to our periurie,to add more terror. 

We are againe forfworne in will and error. 

Much vpon this tis i and might not you 
Foreftall ourfport, to make vs thus vntrue. ? 

Do notyouknpw my Ladies fbote by’th fquier? 

And laugh vponthe apple ofher eie. ? 

And Hand betweenc her bapke fir and the fier, 

Holding a trencher, kiting merrilie. ? 

You put our Page out :goe, you arc aloude. -sr 

Die when you will,a Smocke lhalbe your Ihroude* 

You leere vpon me, do you : ther’s an cie 
Woundcs like a leaden fword, 

Boyet. Full merely hath this braue nuage, this carreers 
bin run. 

Bero. Loe,he Is tilting ftraight. Peace, I haue doe, 

1 - Enter (Slovene. 

Ber, Welcome pure wit, thou partft a faire fray.’ 

Clow, O Lord fir, they would know? 
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